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ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦George Herbert, “Love Unknown” ߣ Elizabeth Bishop, “The Weed” 
ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦 




                  After many deaths I live and write.  
                                      ̆George Herbert, “The Flower” 
                                                        “I grow”, it said, 
                                  “but to divide your heart again.” 
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ߢߪ PPL ߣ⇛⸥) ߦࠃࠆޕࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯࠻ߩ⹞૞ຠ߆ࠄߩᒁ↪ߪ John Tobin ed., George Herbert: The 
Complete English Poems (Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1991) ߦࠃࠆޕ 
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⇐ᗧߒߥ߇ࠄޔએਅߢߪ̌The Weed” ߣ “Love Unknown” ߩੑ૞ߩਥ㗴ࠍᬌ⸛ߒߚ޿ޕ
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 7 Brown, “An Interview,” p.294 
㩿㪈㪇㪉㪀








ᄸ૕ߐࠍᛕ್ߒߡޔࡠࡑࡦᵷߩ⹞ੱࠦ࡯࡞࡝࠶ࠫ(Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 1722-1834)




࠻ࠍ⒓⾥ߒߡ޿ࠆޠߣઃ⸥ߒߡ޿ࠆ10ޕߎߩ૞ࠍࠗࡦࠬࡇ࡟࡯࡚ࠪࡦߦߒ̌ߡ The Weed” 
ࠍᦠ޿ߚ੐ታ߆ࠄኤߔࠆߣޔᓐᅚ߽ࠦ࡯࡞࡝࠶ࠫห᭽ޔ⺆ࠅߣౝኈߩ⪭Ꮕࠍޔᰳὐߢ
޽ࠆߣหᤨߦ㝯ജߣߒߡᝒ߃ߡ޿ߚߩߢߪߥ޿߆ޕ 
 “Love Unknown” ߪ⺆ࠅᚻߩޟ෹ޠ߳ߩ๭߮߆ߌ߆ࠄᆎ߹ࠆޕ 
 
    Dear Friend, sit down, the tale is long and sad: 
    And in my fainting I presume your love 
    Will more comply than help. A Lord I had, 
  And have, of whom some grounds which may improve, 
  I hold for two lives and both lives in me.               [ll.1-5] 
 
 ⺆ࠅᚻ߇ޟ෹ޠߦኻߒߡߔࠆགྷ߈ߩේ࿃ߪޟਥੱޠ(“A Lord”) ߣߩ㑐ଥߩࠃ߁ߛޕ
⺆ࠅᚻߪߎߩޟਥੱޠߣੑઍߦࠊߚࠅ࿯࿾ߩᄾ⚂ࠍߒߡ޿ࠆޔߣ޿߁ޕ⃻਎ߣ᧪਎ߦ
ࠊߚࠆᢇᷣߩᄾ⚂ࠍዊ૞ߣ࿾ਥ㧩ਥੱߩ㑐ଥߦ༙߃ߡ⺆ࠆߣ޿߁ߩߪޔቬᢎ⹞ߦ߅ߌ
                                                                    
 8 ኚᗧ↹ߣࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯࠻ߩ⹞ߩ㑐ଥߦߟ޿ߡߪ Rosemary Freeman, English Emblem Books (1948.  
Reprinted, New York: Octagon Books, 1966), pp.148-172 ߦ⹦ߒ޿ޕFreeman ߦࠃࠇ߫ޔ”Love 
Unknown” ߪ Christopher Harvey, Schola Cordis (1647) ਛߩ Emblem 20, “Cordis Ponderatio” ࠍᗐ⿠
ߐߖࠆޔߣ޿߁ޕHarvey ߩᦠߩ⧷⸶ߩ಴ ߪ 1647ᐕߛ߇ޔ㘃ૃߒߚᄖ࿖ߩኚᗧ↹ᦠ߇ࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯
࠻ߩ⋡ߦ⸅ࠇߡ޿ߚน⢻ᕈߪචಽߦ޽ࠆߣ޿߁ޕFreeman, p.166 
 9 J. T. Shawcross, ed., Biographia Literaria by Samuel Taylor Coleridge, vol. 2 (Oxford: Oxford 
University Press, 1954), p.73. 









  yltnatsni tnavres ehT               
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ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦George Herbert, “Love Unknown” ߣ Elizabeth Bishop, “The Weed” 
            a font, wherein did fall 
    A stream of blood, which issued from the side 










                 [T]he man 
     Who was to take it from me, slipped his hand, 
     And threw my heart into the scalding pan[.]              [ll.32b-34] 
 
ߣޔ₂਄‛߇ฃߌ౉ࠇࠄࠇࠆ߆ࠊࠅߦᔃ㧩ᔃ⤳ࠍᄢ㊍ߦ᡼ࠅㄟ߹ࠇߚߣགྷߊޕߎߩགྷ߈
ߦޟ෹ޠ߇ޟำߩᔃ߇࿕߆ߞߚߩߢߪߥ޿߆ߥޠ(“Your heart was hard, I fear”[l.36b]) ߣ
⻀ߔߣޔ⺆ࠅᚻߪޟߘߩㅢࠅߛߞߚޠ(“Indeed, ‘tis true”[l.37]) ߣ⹺߼ޟᾚ߃┙ߟḡࠃࠅ





   I found that some had stuffed the bed with thoughts,  
     I would say thorns.  Dear, could my heart not break, 
     When with my pleasures ev’n my rest was gone?     [ll.51-53] 
 
ߣޔ߹ߚߙࠈޟ෹ޠߦะ߆ߞߡགྷߊޕߔࠆߣޟ෹ޠ߇ޟำߩᔃ߇㊰߆ߞߚߩߢߪߥ޿
߆ߥޠ(“Your heart was dull, I fear”[l.56])ߣ⻀ߒޔ⺆ࠅᚻߪޟ⏕߆ߦ✭ࠎߛኢ߷ߌߚ♖






ࠆޟᾚ߃┙ߟḡࠃࠅ߽⮎ല⼾߆ߥ⮎ޠ(“a richer drug, than scalding water”[l.38]) ߇⡛㙅
ᑼߦ߅޿ߡ⫁⪕㈬ߩᒻߢଏߐࠇࠆࠠ࡝ࠬ࠻ߩⴊߢ޽ࠆߣᖗࠅ[“holy blood, / Which at a 







               Truly, Friend,  
     For ought I hear, your Master shows to you   
      More favour than you wot of.  Mark the end.. 
    The Font did only, what was old, renew: 
      The Caldron suppled, what was grown too hard: 
      The Thorns did quicken, what was grown too dull: 
      All did but strive to mend, what you had marred. 
      Wherefore be cheered, and praise him to the full 
      Each day, each hour, each moment of the week, 












                                                                    
11 Brown, “An Interview,” pp.294-5 
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ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦George Herbert, “Love Unknown” ߣ Elizabeth Bishop, “The Weed” 
߁ޕ♖␹⊛ߥ߽ߩߢ޽ࠆޟᔃޠࠍࠬ࠻࡟࡯࠻ߦ⡺૕ེቭߩޟᔃ⤳ޠߣ⟎߈឵߃ࠆᚻᴺߦ
ߪޔࠪࡘ࡯࡞࡟ࠕ࡝࠭ࡓߩ⛗↹ห᭽ޔ⏕߆ߦᄸ૕ߛ߇↢ޘߒ޿⃻ታᕈ߇޽ࠆ߆ࠄߛޕ 
ઁߦ߽ᛛᴺ㕙߆ࠄ⷗ߡޔ “Love Unknown” ߦߪޔࡆ࡚ࠪ࠶ࡊࠍᒁ߈ߟߌߚߣᕁࠊࠇ
ࠆ߽ߩ߇޽ࠆޕߘߩ৻ߟߪޔ⺆ࠅᚻ߇⥄ࠄߩ⺆ࠅࠍᒝߊᗧ⼂ߒߡ޿ࠆߎߣࠍᗵߓߐߖࠆޔ
ற⊕߿⸒޿⋥ߒߛޕ“Love Unknown” ߩ⺆ࠅᚻߪਃᐲ߽ޟ⺆ࠆߛߌߢ߽ḳᕷ߇಴ࠆޠ(“I 
sigh to say””I sigh to tell””I sigh to speak”) ߣற⊕ߢགྷ߈ޔޟ෹ޠߩߐࠄߥࠆหᖱࠍ᳞߼ࠆ
߆ߩࠃ߁ߦޟࠊ߆ߞߡ޿ࠆ߆ߨޠ(“do you understand”)ߣℂ⸃ߩᔨ᛼ߒࠍߔࠆޕ߹ߚ਄ߢ
ᒁ↪ߒߚޔ᫚ߐߐࠇࠆࠃ߁ߥᔃഭࠍ๧ࠊߞߚߣ⺆ߞߡ޿ࠆㇱಽߢߪޔthoughts ߣ޿߁⺆






                         [A] servant, [who] did know his eye 
     Better than you know me, or (which is one) 












                                                                    
12 Helen Vendler, The Poetry of George Herbert (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1975), p.88 
13 “portray, not a thought, but a mind thinking”: ߎߩฏߪޔM. W. Croll, “The Baroque Style in Prose” 
[Studies in English Philology (Minneapolis:University of Minnesota, 1929)] ߦߟ޿ߡߩᗵᗐࠍ⸥ߒߚ 
Donald E. Stanford ተߩᚻ⚕ߩਛߢޔCroll ߇ࡃࡠ࠶ࠢ⊛ᢔᢥ૞ኅߩ․ᓽࠍቯ⟵ߒߚ⸒⪲ߣߒߡ





ࠄ߆ߊޔᢅᗵߦޢ޿ࠄࠇࠆࠃ߁ߦߔࠆߚ߼ߦޠ(“But I think we should be gay in spite of it, 
















     I dreamed that dead, and meditating, 
     I lay upon a grave, or bed, 
     (at least some cold and close-built bower). 
     In the cold heart, its final thought 
     stood frozen, drawn immense and clear, 
     stiff and idle as I was there;  
     and we remained unchanged together 
     for a year, a minute, an hour.                   [ll.1-8] 
 
 ᄞߩਛߩᱫᓟߩ਎⇇ߩ⺆ࠅᚻߪޔⓨ㑆⊛ߦߪޟߤߎ߆߭ࠎ߿ࠅߣߒߡ┆ዮߥ૞ࠅߩ
ኢደޠ(“some cold and close-built bower” [1-3])ߦᮮߚࠊߞߡ޿ߚߎߣ߹ߢߪࠊ߆ߞߡ߽ޔ
ᮮߚࠊߞߡ޿ߚߩ߇ޟჄߩ਄ޠߥߩ߆ޟᐥߩ਄ޠߥߩ߆․ቯߢ߈ߥ޿ޕᤨ㑆⊛ߦ߽⚻
                                                                    
14 A Letter to Anne Stevenson (Jan 8, 1964) in PPL, p.864. 
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     Suddenly there was a motion  
     as startling, there, to every sense 
     as an explosion.  Then it dropped  
     to insistent, cautious creeping  
     in the region of the heart, 
     prodding me from desperate sleep. 
     I raised my head.  A slight young weed 
     had pushed up through the heart and its  
     green head was nodding on the breast. 
   (all this was in the dark.)                    [ll.9-18] 
 
ޟߤߩᗵⷡߦߣߞߡ߽῜⊒ߩࠃ߁ޠ(“to every sense /as an explosion”[ll.10-11]) ߥേ߈ߢ
޽ࠇ߫∩ߺߩᗵⷡ߇޽ࠈ߁ߪߕߛ߇ޔ∩ߺߩགྷ߈߇⺆ࠄࠇࠆ߆ࠊࠅߦኾࠄޟ⨲ޠߩ⧘
็߈ߩࠛࡀ࡞ࠡ࡯߇⺆ࠄࠇࠆޕޟ⨲ޠߪޟᏗᦸߥ޿ޠ(“desperate”[l.14]) ⁁ᘒߢ޿ߚ⺆
ࠅᚻࠍ⋡ⷡ߹ߖޔޟᮮߚࠊߞߡޠ޿ߚ(“I lay”[l.2]) ᚲ߆ࠄޟ㗡ࠍ⿠ߎߐޠ(“I raised my 
head”[l.15])ߖࠆޕޟ᫔ߢ⓭ߊ߆ߩߏߣ߈ޠ (“prodding me from desperate sleep”[l.14, ࠗ
࠲࡝࠶ࠢߪ⷏Ꮉ]) ߣ޿߁⋡ⷡ߹ߖᣇߩᒻኈޔޟᔃ㧩ᔃ⤳ࠍ⓭߈ߧߊޠ(“had pushed up 













   The rooted heart began to change 
   (not beat) and then it split apart 
   and from it broke a flood of water. 
   Two rivers glanced off from the sides, 
   one to the right, one to the left, 
   two rushing, half-clear streams, 
   (the ribs made of them two cascades) 
   which assuredly, smooth as glass,  
   went off through the fine black grains of the earth. 
   The weed was almost swept away; 
   it struggled with its leaves, 
   lifting them fringed with heavy drops.                       [ll.28-39] 
 
 ⨲ߩᩮߦࠃࠅޟಽ߆ࠇߚޠ(“split apart”[l.29]) ⺆ࠅᚻߩᔃ⤳㧩ᔃ߆ࠄޔᵩ᳓ߩࠃ߁ߥ
᳓(“a flood of water”)߇ᵹࠇߛߒޔ⣁⣻ࠍਅࠅੑᧄߩỗᵹߣߥߞߡ࿾⴫ߦ็߈಴ࠆޕữ
߇ࠇ⨨ߢࠄࠇ᫚ߐߐࠇࠆߎߣߢᔃ⤳㧩ᔃ߇ޟᣂߒߊޔᨵࠄ߆ߊޔᢅᗵߦޠ(“new, tender, 
quick”)ߐࠇߚߣ޿߁“Love Unknown” ߩዷ㐿ߦޔ“The Weed” ߩ⹞ⴕਛߢᦨ߽ㄭߠߊߩ
߇ߎߩ▎ᚲߛޕ“Love Unknown” ߢߪޔ᭶ߢ⓭߆ࠇߚචሼ᨞਄ߩࠗࠛࠬߩ⣁⣻߆ࠄⴊ
߇ᵹࠇ಴ࠆߣ޿߁ᣂ⚂⡛ᦠߩ᡿੐ߦ⸒෸߇޽ߞߚ (“A stream of blood…issued from the 




ഀ߆ࠇࠆߣ޿߁ᢥሼㅢࠅ heart-rending ߥ಴᧪੐߇ޔ⺆ࠅᚻߩ♖␹߭ޔ ޿ߡߪ̆ߔߋᓟ
ߢ⷗ࠆㅢࠅ̆⺆ࠅᚻߦࠃࠆᗐ௝㧩ഃㅧജߩౣ↢ߦ❬߇ࠆߎߣࠍᥧ␜ߒࠃ߁ޕᵹࠇ಴ߢ
                                                                    
15 ଀߃߫Merrin, p.44. Robert Dale Parker, The Unbeliever: the Poetry of Elizabeth Bishop (Urbana: 
University of Illinois Press, 1988), p.8.  Bonnie Costello, Elizabeth Bishop: Questions of Mastery 
(Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1991), p.25 ߥߤޕ 
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ቯ౰⹖(the breast, the rooted heart)߇ޔ⥄ࠄߩ⡺૕ߩ࿕᦭ᕈࠍᗧ⼂ߐߖࠆᚲ᦭㒢ቯ⹖ my 
(“my face”[l.40], “my eyes”[l.41])ߦᄌࠊߞߡ޿ࠆޕ 
 
     A few drops fell upon my face, 
     and in my eyes, so I could see 
     (or in that dark place, thought I saw) 
     that each contained a light, 
     a small, illuminated scene: 
     the weed-deflected stream was made 
     itself of racing images. 
     (As if a river should carry all 
     the scenes that it had once reflected 
     shut in its waters, and not floating 







ߥߊ᳓ߩਛߦ㐽ߓㄟ߼ߡޔ៤߃ߡ޿߆ߨ߫ߥࠄߥ޿߆ߩࠃ߁ߦޠ("As if a river should 
carry all / the scenes that it had once reflected / shut in its waters, and not floating /on 






⸃㉼ߢ߈ࠆߣᕁ߁ޕޟ⹞ߣߪ߅ߩߕߣജᒝ޿ᗵᖱ߇ḷ಴ߔࠆߎߣޠ(“Poetry is the 






















  The weed stood in the severed heart. 
  “What are you doing there?”  I asked. 
    It lifted its head all dripping wet 
    (with my own thoughts?) 
                                                                    
16 H. Littledale ed., Wordsworth and Coleridge: Lyrical Ballads (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1959), 
p.246 
17 Littledale ed. , p.246. 




ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦George Herbert, “Love Unknown” ߣ Elizabeth Bishop, “The Weed” 
    and answered then:  “I grow”, it said, 




























                                                                    
19 Cheryl Walker, God and Elizabeth Bishop: Meditations on Religion and Poetry (New York: Palgrave 
Macmillan, 2005) , p.130. 
20 Laurel Snow Corelle, A Poet’s High Argument: Elizabeth Bishop and Christianity (Columbia, SC: The 













ࠕࠍⷡᗵߓหߩߘޕ߁ࠈߛߩߚߞߥߣ sdrow emyhr ߩ࡞ࡀ࡜ࠖࡧ߇⺆ਔޔߘߎࠄ߆ࠆ
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ᔃ∩ߣⷡ㉕㧦George Herbert, “Love Unknown” ߣ Elizabeth Bishop, “The Weed” 
 ࡆ࡚ࠪ࠶ࡊ߇ࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯࠻ߦᗖ߆ࠇߚߩߦߪ᭽ޘߥℂ↱߇޽ࠈ߁ޕ“Love Unknown” 
ߣ “The Weed” ߣߩ⚿߮ߟ߈ࠍ⷗ߚ਄ߢޔ޽ࠄߚ߼ߡᓐᅚ߇ᓐߦᗖ߆ࠇߚℂ↱ࠍ⠨߃
ࠆᤨޔࠝ࡞࠳ࠬ࡮ࡂࠢࠬ࡝࡯(Aldous Huxley, 1894-1963)߇ࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯࠻ߩ⹞ߩ․ᓽߣߒ





ಽߢ޽ࠅ (cf. “Killing and quickening, bringing down to hell / And up to heaven in an hour” 
[ll.16-17])ޔߒ߆߽ᐲޘߩ♖␹⊛ߥᱫࠍ⚻ߡߎߘᵴ߈ᵴ߈ߣ⹞ࠍᦠߊߎߣ߇น⢻ߦߥࠆ
(“After many deaths I live and write”[l.30]) ߩߢ޽ߞߚޕߎߩࠃ߁ߥᔃℂ⊛ᵢኤޔ․ߦ⹞
૞ߣ♖␹ߩ⧰ᖠߣߩਇนಽᕈߦߟ޿ߡߩᵢኤ߇ޔഃ૞⠪ߣߒߡߩࡆ࡚ࠪ࠶ࡊߩᔃߦ㗀
޿ߚߩߢߪߥ޿߆ޕࡂ࡯ࡃ࡯࠻߇᦭ߒߡ޿ߚޟജ޽ࠆਥޠ(“Lord of power”[l.15])ޔ߹




ޟߛࠄߒߩߥ޿ᵴേ߇ߔߴߡ⛯޿ߡⴕߊޔ෤ࠊߒߊޔߛ߇㓁᳇ߦޠ㧔“All the untidy 







        Ah, my dear angry Lord,  
        Since thou dost love, yet strike,  
        Cast down, yet help afford;  
        Sure I will do the like. 
 
 
                                                                    




        I will complain, yet praise;  
        I will bewail, approve;  
        And all my sour-sweet days 
        I will lament, and love. 23 
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